THE WASHINGTON

T LA T el R
'!'- h-" ITIJ-:I."-' f 1

5

"

.'; sl

He was willing to
lead another man's

life—and he did!

Read this Story

ETWEEN Coanisten, of His Majesty’s Royal Nnnhwai.

Mounted Police, and Keith, the outlaw, there was a strik-

ing physical and facial resemblance. It hovered in a

subtle and unanalyzed presence that was constantly suggesting to

Connisten 8 line of sctionsthat would have made him a traitor

to his oath of du7. He represented the law, For twenty-seven

he had followed Keith, always there has been in his

ind that parting injunction of the splendid service of which

be was & part—"' 't come back until you get your man, dead
or alive.” Otherwise—

A racking cough split in upon his thoughts. He sat up on the
edge of his cot, and at the gasping cry of pain that came with the

stain of blood on his lips, Keith went to bim and with »
streng & tnpgoﬂed his shoulders. He said pothing, and after
s moment Conniston wiped the stain away and laughed softly.

“Thanks, old top,” he said. “Thanks."

His rs closed over the manacled-marked wrist.

Over their heads the ayctic storm was crnhin’g in a mighty
fury, s if striving to beat ‘down the lirtle cabin that had dared
to rear itself in the dun-gray emptiness at the top of the world,
eight hundred miles from civilization.

“You'd better lie down,” suggested Keith. . :

Conniston, instead, rose slowiy to his feet and went o o table
on which s seal-oil - lamp was burning.

“It's queer, devilish queer,” be said. “T was told to bring you
in dend or slive—and at the end of the twenty-sixth momth I
got you alive. I froze, and I starved, and I drowned. 1 hawen't
scen 8 white woman's face in eighteen months. But I beat you
st last. That's the jolly good part of it, Keith—I beat you and
rl you, and there's the proof of it on your wrists this minute.

won. - Do you concede that? You must be fair, old top, because
this is the last big game I'll ever pll_"."_ There was a break; a2
vearning that was almost plaintive io his voice.

Keith nodded. “You won,” he said. “You won »0 square that

when the frost yout lung’—
“You didn't ‘:ke advantage of me,” interrupted Conmniston.

. ™That's the funny part of it, Keith That's where the humor

comes in. 1 had vou all tied up and scheduled for the hangman.
And instesd of doing to me as | was going to do to you, instead
of killing me or making your getaway while 1 was helpleas—
Kﬁtb—:d pal—you've tried to nurse me back to lifel Tlan%

that funny? Could anything be funnier?”
He reached & hand across the table and gripped Keith's. And

_then, for & few moments, he bowed his head while his body was

convulsed by another raeking cough. "
“You see, I've got it red put to the day,” he went on, wiping
sway the stais with a © already dyed red.. “This is Thure-
day. T won't see another Sunday. Then you'll have to dig a
hole and bury me. After that you will no longer be held by the
ward of honor you gave me when I slipped of your manacles.
And I'm asking you—what are you going to do?”
" Ower the table they Jooked into each other’s eyes, and this time
it was Keith’s fingers that tightened about Conniston’s. )
“Reith's face aged even as the dying Englishman stared ot him.

| m—l"!l go back,” he said heavily,
‘ot mean to Corenation Gulf? - You'll return to that stink-

a1
ing mess*of Eskimo igloos? If you do, you'll go mad!"”

“1 expect to,” suid Keith. “But it's the only thing left. You
know that”

It was Conniston's turn to nod his head, slowly and thoughe-
fully. “Yes, of course,” he agreed. “But they'll get you, even
up there. And I'm sorry.”

Their hands unclasped. Connisten filled his pipe #nd

lighted it : - . - -
“F'm sorry,” he said again, “I—like you. Do you know Keith,

I wish we'd been born brothers and you hadn't killed & man. -

That night I slipped the ring-dogs on you | felt almost like &
devil. wouldn't say it if it wasn't for this bally lung. But
what's the use of keeping it back now? I'd make » topping good
wager you're not the sort they make you out And so I'd like
to know—just why—you killed Judge Kirkstone ?” ;

Keith's two fists knotted in centre of the table. Conniston '
saw his blue eyes darken for an instant with a savage fire. -

“YWhat if 1 said I didn't kill Judge Kirkstone?”

“I'm after facts, and you can't lie to a dying man. Did you
kill Judge Kirkstone ?"

“f—dot't know," replied Keith slowly, looking steadily into the
other's eyes. *1 think so, and yet 1 am not positive. i went to
his home that pight with the determination to wring justice from
Bim or kill him. I wish you could look at it ull with my eyes,
Conniston. You could if you had known my, father. - From the
time | was ten years old we were inseparable. I guess I was
twenty before he told me of the deadly feud“that existed between
him snd Kirkstone, and it pever troubled me much—because [
didn’t think apything would ever come of it—until Kirkstone got
himm. Then I realized that all through the years the old rattle-
sonke had been watching for his chance. It was a frame-up from
bﬁh‘ to end, and my father stepped into the trap. My
£ ": ten years. He was innocest. And the only man oo
€ eould prove his itmocence was Kirkstone, the man who
was gloating like a Shylock over his pound of flesh. Conniston,
Hmmm&m&hpmdhldmhmylhou.whn
would you have dome? \

snd znswered: “1 don't kmow yet, old chap.
What did you do?"

“If ever s man begged for mnother man's life, T begged for
my father's—for the few words from Kirkstone that would set
him free. He sat there, fat and oily, two big rings on bis stubby

ro—a monstrous tosd in buman form—and he chuckled and
Jaughed at me in his joy, as though I were a mountebank play-
ing amusing tricks for him—and there wy soul was bleeding
itself out before his eyes! And his son came in, fat and oily
and sccursed like his father, and he Isughed at me. 1 could still
hear their gloating !aughter when I stimbled out ifto the night.
It hsunted me. | heard it in the trees. It came in the wind.
My brain was filled with it—and suddenly 1 turned back, and
[ went into that house again without knocking, and [ faced the
two of them slone once more in that room. And this time,
Coaniston, | went back to get justice—er 4o kill. Thus far it
was jtated, but I went with my naked hands”

Keith rose from the table mad began to pace back and forth.

“The son began it," said Keith. “He sprang at me. 1 struck
him. We Jed, and the beast himself leaped at me with
weapon in his hand. The first blow almost broke
my choulder. In the scuffle I wrenched it from his hand, and
then 1 found it was a long, rectangular bar of copper made for
& pape In that same instant | saw the son snatch upr
a similar object from the table, and in the act he smashed the
table light In the darkness we fought I did not feel that ¥
was fghting men. They were monsters and gave me the horrible
sensation of being in darkness with crawling serpents.  Yes, |
struck hard. And the son was striking, and neither of us could
see. | felt my weapon bit, and it was then that Kirkstone
crumpled down with a blubbery wheeze. The pext morning
only one per-weight was found in that room. And the one

f:ﬁ was covered with Kirkstone's blood and hair. Six
months later my father died in prison, and for three years I've
been hunted s a fox is bunted by the hounda™

“Sit down "

The Englishman's woice was commanding. Keith dropped
back to his sear, breathing hard.

“Keith, when a man knows he's going to live, he is blind to a
lot of things. But when he knows he's going to die, it's different.
If you had told me that story a2 month ago, I'd have taken you

ONNISTON, lighting another taper over the ofl Same,
it

' down to the bangman just the same. It would bave been my

duty, you know, and | might have argued you were lying. Bue
you can't lie to me—aow. Kirkstone deserved to die. And so
I've made up my mind what you're going to de. You're not
going back to Coronation Gulf. You're going south. You're
€ but into God's country again. And you're not going as
ohn K‘e!th. the murderer, but as Derwent Conniston, of His
jesty's Royal Mounted Police! Do you get me, Keith? Do
T Keith simply o

Smply stared. The Englishman twisted 2 mustache, 2

balf-humorous gleam in his eves
“Quite & scheme, don't vou think, old chap? Trim that mis-
tache and beard of yours s litrle, and a bit of a scar over your
eye, lnd' you can walk in on old McDowell himself, and
wager be'd jump up and say, Bless my heart if it isn't
wa'm. T}gsn:ll—l'vna got to leave you, Keith, 2 dead

me.

'b: ‘Mﬂ-. oy ut you're welcome. They'll be po

Md'xni.ﬂu'l triwmph ocer the dangers that confrented him
in James Oliver Carwood's finest novel, "THE RIVER'S END.™
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, the daughter of the man he had killed, and if his veal identity were discovered—death! .

HIS vivid and unforgettable story of John Keith seems like some-
‘thing you yourself-are living and makes your own life seer
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like fiction. If John Keith were recognized, upon his return to the
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river near his boyhood home, he would face the hangman. =~

the Indian, Curwood has-done for the Royal .
Northwest Mounted Police and Canada. -

You meet people who have always known you
and other people who-knew only Conniston.
They have strange influence upon your life. You
feel the shock of things which, dying, he has had
no time to tell you. You are stirred by great pas-
sions of hate and<love—love for such a woman
as you have never met before. To tell her who
you are means death, and not to tell her means
to lose her love. A,

No modern novel has a more stirring and
more natural situation of love, mystery and
struggle. What Kipling did for.the British
Tommy, what James Fenimore Cooper did for

“THE RIVER'S END

by James Oliver Curwood

AMES OLIVER CURWOOD, author of “The River's
E.nd‘“_is a true lover of Nature. Mr. Curwood has
been writing his wonderful stories of God’s Country for =
Good Hoisekeeping and Cosmopolitan Magazine; mil- S
lions are following the work of this writcrwithgrca:intercst.
Unlike many other write—-2%s Curwood dives the life he
tells you. All his time is spes s efoce to the Beas af Nature whez,
he has an opportunity to study the characters he portrssr so wesk
Perhaps no other living writer handles Nature so ably 3s Mr.
Curwood,whose books and magazine stories are in such treg’gndous
demand today. You will find in “The River's End™ his finesg novel.

Do you want to meet strong men whom you
will admhire and women whom you will love,
and watch their high qualities of truth and

sympathy expressed in a supremely interesting
drama of the wilderness? =~ =

Do you want to live for the next few hours
an outdoor life of thrilling courage, hope and
love, in which you will forget everything else?
You can live it constantly anew.—as often as
you pick up the book. i I
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James Oliver Curmood not only
writes about God's Country, he
lives close to the heart of wature.
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